


TheTragedj 

Enter the Queehe. 

'j^.Whofhall hinder me to wailc and weepe. 

To chide my fortune, and torment my felfe? 

3 le ioyne with blackedefpaire againft my felfe. 

And to my felfe become an enemy- 
X>»#-What meanes thisfceaneof rude impatience? 

£ht. To make an aft of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne,ourKing,is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the rooteiswitherd 
Why wither not the leaues,the lap being gone ? 

31 you will line, lament: if dye,be briefe : 

That our fwift winged foulesmay catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubiefts, follow him 
To his new Kingdomc of perpetuallreft. 

f D ut> Ah fo much intereft haue l in thy forrow,. 

A s 1 had title in my noble husband : 

I haue be wept a worthy .husbands death, . 

And lin’d by looking on his image: 

But now two mirrours of his Princely femblance. 

Are craft in pieces by malignant death, . 

And I for comfort haue but onefalle glalfe, 

Which grieues me when I fee my Ilia me in him. 

Thou art a widdow,yet thou art a mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee : 

But death hath fnatchtmy children from mine armes, 
Andpluft two crutches from my feeble litnmes, . 

Edward, and Clarence ,0 what caufe haue I, 

Then, being but moity of my felfe. 

To ouergoe thy plaints, and arownethy cries? 

Boy, Good aunt, you wept not for my fathers death, 
How can we ayd you widiour kindreds tearcs ? 

Girl. Our fatherleffe diftrefle was left vnmoand. 

Your wid owes dolours likewise be vnwept, 

JA*. Giue me no helpe in lamentation. 

I am not barren to bring forth laments, . 

All lprings reduce their currents to mine eyes. 

That l being gouernd by the watryMoone, 

Jvfay fend forth plenteous teares to drownetfe world: 
Oh my husband for my heire Lord Edward, 

Amo 
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Jmbo. Oh for our father for our dearc Lord Clarence . 
Dm. Alas for both,both mine Edward and Clarence . 
^25-What ftay Had I but Edward, and heis gone ? 
Ambo. What ftay had we but Clarence,, and he is gone ? 
Dut. What ftay had I, but they, and they are gone ? 
t£«.Waseuer widow, had fo deare a lofle ? 

SJ»£*.Was euer Orphanes had fo dearea lofle? 

D«f.Was euer mother had a dearer lofle 
Alafle I am the motherof thefemoanes. 

Their woes are parceld, mine are generall; 

She for Edward weepes,and lb dec I ; 

I for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not fhe : 

Thcfe babes for Clarence weepe and fo doe I, 

I for an Edward wCepe, and fo doethey, 

Alas, you three on me threefold diftreft. 

Powre all your teares, I am your forrows nurfe, Enter 
And 1 will pamper it with lamentations. Glocefier 

G/s-Maddam hauecomfort,all of vs haue caufe with 
T o waile the dimming of our fhining ftarre t ethers • 

But none can cure their harmes by wayling them, 

Maddam my mother, I doe cry you mercy, 

I did not fee yorGrace,humb)y on my knees 
Jcraue yourbleflin 


2 . 


Dut. God blefle thee, and put mcekeneffe in thy minde, 
Loue,charity,obedienee, ana true duty. 

Glo. Amen, make me to dye a good old man, 

Thats the butt end of my mothers blefling, 

I maruell why her Grace did leaue it out / 

Buc, You cloudy Princes, and heart ibrrowingPeares, • 
That beare this mutuall heauy loade of moane, 
Nowcheare each other in each ethers loue: 

Though we haue fpent our harueft for this King, 

We are to reape the harueft of hisfonne : 

The broken rancour of your high fwolne hearts, 

But laftly fplinted.knit,and ioynd together, 

Muft greatly be preferud,cherifht,and kept, - > --'• 

Me feemeth good that with fome little traine. 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young Princebe fctcht 
Hithejrto London to be Crownd our King. 
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